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How to Lure a Hetfield 


Author's Notes: 
This came out really quickly. Thanks go out Trin once again for encouraging me to finish it. 


Lars couldn't help himself, he just couldn't. The word came out of his mouth before his brain could even think 


it. 
"FAG!" 


Lars isn't sure why he did it. He should be grateful, Tommy helped get them this gig, introduced him to the 
manager of the Whiskey. Sure he's made fun of them before, the hair, the makeup, the stilettos, it's all too 


good to ignore, but he's never lashed out in person. Lars is usually much more sensible than that. 


Maybe its the drink. Yeah, he has had a lot to drink tonight. Maybe it's Dave, who's been trash talking the 
whole band all evening. Dave is a bad influence after all. Maybe it's something to do with how James has been 
sitting next to Vince for an hour knocking back shots and laughing at every word the small blonde has to say. 


Hmph, maybe. 

"FAG!" 

A single word, screamed across a crowded bar. They shouldn't have even heard it, the three of them (plus 
James of course) sitting there, rulers of their own little court, let alone have made the assumption that the 
word of directed at them. 

But Nikki hears it. 

Oh shit! 

The dark haired man stands and his head turns. Lars can't see his eyes behind the mane of black hair but he 
can feel them, can feel them zeroing in him, boring into his face. Nikki seems to close the distance between the 
two of them at the speed of light; he just appears at the table Lars and Dave are sitting at and slams a fist 
down onto it. 

"What was that?" Nikki growls, voice deeper than Lars expected. 

Lars is dumbstruck The place in his mind where he keeps witty comebacks and cutting retorts is shockingly 
empty. His mouth opens and closes a few times but no sound comes out. Lars isn't a coward but Nikki is much, 
much bigger close up than the drummer expected. 

"He..he called you a fag, dude," Dave offers, slurring his words. 


Good ol' Dave, always helping a friend out in a moment of crisis. 


Nikki snarls and leans closer over the table, right into Lars' face. Lars gets the feeling he's about to say 


something when Tommy appears over his band mate's back 

"What's happening, Sixx?" he asks. 

"Your little friend here called us a bunch of fags, T-bone." 

"Aw, dude, that isn't nice," Tommy's face darkens, "We helped you out and everything, man. That's not cool." 
Lars starts to breathe a little faster. He looks over at Dave. Dave is swinging in his chair and humming ‘Eye of 
the Tiger: No help there. Lars looks for Cliff, he isn't at his seat or at the bar. Where's he gone? Lars looks 
around frantically for James. James is big, James is tall, James will protect him, he has to! 


James is letting Vince play with his hair. 


Fuck. 


Lars makes a decision then, a decision all creatures interested in self preservation must make at some point in 


their lives: fight or flight? 


Lars chooses flight. He pushes over his chair and makes a mad dash for the door. Once outside he looks back 
and is quick enough to see Nikki still following him. The drummer takes off again, pushing past other people, 


throwing a newspaper stand behind him to slow his pursuer down. 

Lars turns several corners, flees down alleys. Every few minutes he looks back and still sees Nikki a mere 
three feet behind him, never tiring, never falling back, his face a black mask of rage. Lars lungs begin to burn, 
he can't keep running forever! Lars turns one last corner, one last one and he should be able to lose Nikki, one 
more and he can rest. 

A dead end. 

Trapped! A rat in a cage. There isn't even a dumpster for Lars to hide in. 

Nikki rounds the corner. A wicked smile curls up his face as he takes in Lars’ predicament. Lars backs himself 
up against the far brick wall as the bassist begins to close the distance between them. The small man is now 
mere inches away from creeping hair metal death. 


"Got you, bitch," Nikki snarls, "What you think of me now?" 


"L.l think you can run really fast for a guy wearing stilettos," Lars tries to laugh, maybe he can talk his way 


out of this. 


"You think this is funny? You think you're clever do you, you little price of shit?!" Nikki slams his fist into the 


brick above Lars' head; the Dane is certain he sees small shards of brick break off at impact. 

Lars whimpers. At this close range Nikki is overpowering even without lifting a finger. Between the teased hair 
and the high heels he must be close to b7" and he smells strongly of smoke and beer, like he hasn't showered 
in some time. Lars closes his eyes and begins to pray to whatever deity will listen 


Nikki grabs Lars by the jaw and gives him a shake, "Look at me when I'm fucking talking to you, shit stain!" 


The drummer opens his eyes and stares up into the mess of hair where Nikki's eyes should be, "Don't kill me, 


please," he whispers. 
Nikki laughs, "I'm not gonna kill you, bitch boy. | do want you to do a little something for me, though.’ 
There is a moment of silence, Lars steadies his breathing. Nikki cocks his head to one side, seems to think 


"You still think I'm a fag, bitch?" 


No! Oh god, no! Not that, worse than a beating, worse than death, worse than anything. Lars actually feels 
tears begin to prick at his eyes. Nikki steps closer to Lars, presses his body against the smaller man's. He 
grabs Lars hands and pins them above the drummers head, leans in close and licks up the edge of Lars’ ear. A 


sob wrenches itself out of Lars’ throat, he prepares himself for the worst. 
"Get back in there and get your fucking friend away from what's minel" comes the dark whisper. 
What? 


Seriously..What? Lars is confused. That didn't make any sense. Was Cliff playing with Nikki's bass equipment? 


Nikki pulls himself away from Lars and begins to pace. 
"What?" the drummer says, out loud this time. 


"I said, get back in the Whiskey and get your skinny, ugly, piece of trash singer away from my Vincel!" the dark 


haired man roars. 


Lars feels relief wash through him. No beating, no death, no rape. The world seems a little brighter, a little 
more beautiful all of a sudden. It's all going to be alright. He'll pry James away from Vince, get Cliff and Dave, 
leave the Whiskey and forget this whole awful episode ever happened. He'll change his pants too, Lars is pretty 


sure he's peed a little in these ones. 
"Well? You gonna help me or what, bitch?" Nikki asks, still pacing. 


"What? Yes! Yes of course | will. Happy to help, dude, happy to." Lars is babbling, unbelievably grateful to just 
be alive and to have his anal virginity still intact. 


"Good. Let's get back then," the bassist growls, giving Lars a little push in the middle of his back as they walk 
out of the alley. 


Back in the Whiskey, Tommy and Dave have patched up any differences between them and are trying to set up 
a karaoke machine on the stage. Of course, Cliff has magically reappeared now that all the action is over. Lars 
notices that James and Vince are still sitting very close together by the bar. Nikki must have noticed it too, 


because he starts to growl in Lars’ ear. 


"There's your little friend, bitch. If him and Vince haven't broken up by the time Tommy's finished singing 


‘Physical’ you're going to wish you'd never been born!" 


Lars makes a sad little ‘eep' noise in reply. He pushes through the crowd to the bar and occupies the seat next 


to James. 


"Hey..hey James," he starts, giving James a little tug on the arm. 


"Lars! Little buddy!" James turns around, a huge smile plastered to his face, "Having a good time, man?" 
"Uh, yeah..great, man," Lars tries to speak again, but is cut off. 


"Dude, have you met Vince? He's..he's great," James says, his smile becoming slightly smaller as he leans in 


closer to the blonde in question. Vince giggles and flicks his hair. 


"Hi Vince," Lars gives a small wave. His attention is then drawn to the stage where the sound of mike feedback 


is overtaken by Dave's drunken voice. 

"Al.alright everyone. We're gonna get this party started,” Dave slurs over the increasingly sparse crowd at 
the Whiskey, Tommy gives a whoop from the side of the stage, "I.l'm Dave and I'm gonna be.ugh..singing you a 
little number.its pretty well known.” 

The opening bars of ‘| Love Rock n Roll begin to play over the sound system. Dave rips into song. Lars can see 
Nikki on the other side of the room, the bassist makes a throat cutting motion and then points at Lars. Lars’ 
stomach falls into his groin. 


"Hey James," Lars tries again, "We'd better get going, buddy.’ 


"What? Dude, Dave is just getting started! I'm having a great time, aren't you?" James tousles Lars’ hair, "Why 
don't you go talk to Nikki for a while if you're bored. | think he likes you." 


Lars groans inwardly, he's going to have to be a bit more aggressive about this. "James, come on! We've gotta 


get out of here, I'll explain later." 


Dave heads into the second chorus as James shakes off Lars and tells him to fuck off. Vince looks over 


James’ shoulder at Lars, seems to be noticing the drummer for the first time. 
"He said he doesn't want to go. Get lost!" 


Lars begins to panic, Dave is almost finished, that means it's Tommy's turn next and he's already keyed in 


‘Physical for his song! Oh God, Lars has to do something, it's a matter of life or death. 
Time to pull out the big guns. 


Lars slides an arm around James’ waist, nuzzles his head against the larger man's shoulder. "Jaaaames," he 


says, just a little whine in his voice, "I wanna go home." 
A scowl appears on Vince's pretty face. Inside his mind, Lars gloats. 


"Really?" the smile falls off James’ face, he looks concerned, "You feeling ok, man?" 


unno, Lars pouts, "I just wanna go home, now." He leans in close To James’ ear and whispers in iT, "An 
"| dunno," Lars pouts, "| just go h " He | lose to J d whisp t, "Ard | 


want you to come with me." 
James’ hand comes to rest on Lars’ hip, "What about Dave and Cliff?" 
"They're big boys, they can look after themselves." Lars places a hand on James' chest for emphasis. 


"Ugh," James is blinking a lot, he looks at Lars, looks at Vince, looks back at Lars. He seems to be trying to 
think, trying to make a decision. 


The crowd claps unenthusiastically as Dave exits the stage, yelling that ‘he'll be here all week: Tommy takes 
the mike and begins to bob along to the pop tune that plays as his song starts up. Lars looks over his 
shoulder at Nikki who is now fingering a large knife he seems to have pulled out of nowhere. Now or never, 
Lars, now or never! 


"Please, James," Lars coos. He leans up..closer.. and places a chaste kiss to the corner of James’ mouth. 


James moans and pulls himself up from his bar stool, grasping Lars more firmly around the waist, "Ok, lets 


go. 
Lars almost feels like screaming for joy. He's won! He gets to live! 

Lars pulls himself and James through the crowd towards the exit, doesn't bother even looking for Cliff or 
Dave (he has a feeling they both want some more karaoke anyway). He's almost out the door, almost safe, 


when James stops him. 


"Hey, Lars, hey..maybe, uh, maybe Vince could come with us?" James waggles his eyebrows lasciviously as he 


speaks and breaks out in another shit eating grin 

Sick freak! 

"No, James. That is not going to happen" 

"Oh," James says, a little disappointed. He recovers quickly though, "That's Ok. | like you more, anyway." 

Lars impulsively kisses James again, just a quick one, "C'mon, let's get home." 

As they head to the door, Lars looks over his shoulder and sees Nikki slide an arm around Vince's waist and 
pull him close. Vince melts against the taller man's side and wriggles a hand into the back pocket of Nikki's 


Jeans. 


Tommy starts singing the chorus: 


‘Let's get physical, physical 


| wanna get physicaaal' 
Lars breathes deeply of the cool night air when he and James finally step out of the Whiskey. A light breeze 
blows, washing away all of the fear and tension of the club from Lars' mind. James still has an arm around 


the smaller man's waist and he pulls Lars along as he starts walking home. 


Lars is slightly shocked when James grabs him tighter and leans down to suddenly shove his tongue down his 
friend's mouth. James' hands begin to wander south of the Lars’ equator. 


"Whoa, James! What the hell?!" Lars exclaims, managing to wriggle free. 

"Hee, hee. Oooh, playing coy now, huh? Don't worry, you don't have to play games, | know you want me." 
"Can you at least leave it till we get home?" 

James snickers, "Only if you can resist me for that long, babe. You were all over me in there." 

Lars rolls his eyes and walks ahead, "I think I'll manage, somehow." 


"Hey! | can't help it if everyone wants a piece of this ass tonight," James crows, he begins to hop along and 
karate fight imaginary adversaries, "I'm just that hot” 


"Yeah? Well, | did it for my ass too," Lars replies, more to himself than to James. 


James whips around and grabs Lars around the waist again, "Oooh, baby, you're bad. | didn't think we'd go that 
far tonight but if you wanna." 


Lars is crushed into another wet kiss. He realises that he has just agreed to give the anal virginity he had 
been so adamant about protecting earlier tonight to his band mate. The irony of the situation is not lost on 


him. 


James grabs Lars by the wrist and starts pulling him along the road. The rest of the trip back the band's 
little apartment is fast, punctuated by further kissing and groping sessions. James shoves his companion 
through the door and into the bedroom the moment they get inside and begins to ‘help' Lars out of his 
clothes. 


"James..James, um, just..wait a sec, man." 
J 


James begins to strip, throwing his shirt into Lars' face with a laugh. Lars steps back, pulling the shirt off 
himself, and bumps into James' bed 


"James, can we just-" Lars is cut off as James tackles him onto the sheets. 


Then James is on top of him, heavy and hot. He's kissing Lars everywhere, pushing a thigh between his legs, 


leaning accidentally on Lars' hair so it hurts. 

"James, stop it! Cool it, dude." Lars finally manages to get out, pushing the singer up with his hands. 
"What's wrong?" James asks, concern evident on his face. 

"Ll'm not sure if | want to do this." 

"What! Why? | thought.." James looks so hurt as he speaks, Lars can't help but feel a bit guilty. 

"I know, man, and I'm sorry but.! just don't think I'm ready for this yet 

"Not ready? You've never..before? Like seriously, NEVER?" 

"Yeah," Lars shrugs apologetically, tucks a piece of James’ hair behind his ear, "Sorry, man" 

James sighs, resigned, "It's cool. | spose | can respect that." 


James rolls off of Lars and lies beside him, running a hand down the drummer's lean stomach. There's silence 


for some time, Lars almost thinks James is asleep. Then: 
"So, do | get a blow job or am | just going to have to go jack off in the bathroom?" 
James Hetfield: the king of romance. 


Lars bites his tongue before he says something cutting like: "Why break the habit of a lifetime?" He did come 
on to James pretty heavy back at the bar, he is lying naked in his bed, he did sort of promise him his 


virginity and then blow him off (no pun intended)..a blow job isn't an unreasonable request. 
"Well..alright." 


Lars wriggles down the bed and takes James’ cock in his mouth. As he bobs up and down, taking his time, 
James starts groaning and pulling at Lars’ hair. Not playful little tugs either, painful jerks which almost bring 
tears to Lars eyes. He chalks it up to James still being pretty drunk and gently disengages the large hands 


from his scalp. 


As drunk as James is, it doesn't take him long to finish. He comes with a low moan and grabs at Lars to hug 
him tight to his larger body, falling asleep almost instantly. Lars sighs, so much for him getting off tonight. Ah 


well, there's always tomorrow. 


eR 


Lars is woken the next morning by something very long and firm poking into his lower back. It takes him a 


moment to orient himself, why isn't he is his own bed? Who's that? 
Memories from last night.Nikki, certain death, karaoke, James..wash over the Dane and he groans. James stirs 
behind him and presses his morning wood even more into Lars' back Lars tries to gently, slowly extricate 


himself from James’ grip but every move he makes seems to make James cling onto him tighter. 


"Ya know, it's pretty fucking hard to sleep with you wriggling around like that," comes the sleepy drawl from 


over Lars’ shoulder. 

Eep! 

‘Mornin’ James. How you feeling?" 

‘Im feeling good, now you mention it," James purrs, grinding his crotch into Lars' back once more. 

Double Eep! 

Lars turns over to face his bed mate, "I thought we discussed this, man. I'm not sure l'm ready." 

James grins and strokes Lars' hair, "I reckon you're pretty ready, dude" 

James leans in and kisses Lars, his kisses are slightly better now he's sober. James’ hand runs down Lars’ back 


and gently squeezes his ass. Their erections rub against each other and Lars suddenly feels slightly more open 
to suggestion. 


"C'mon, itll be fun. Please?" 
"Just saying ‘please’ does not get you sex, James. I'm not your mother and my ass is not a cookie." 


James cocks an eyebrow and looks down at his friend, "But you're so sweet, baby. You'll love it you know, I'm 


awesome in bed" 
Lars can't help but laugh, "I think I'll have to take your word for that" 


James is not deterred, he leans down and sucks at Lars’ neck. Then he looks up at Lars and the drummer is 


shocked by the amount of need he sees in James’ eyes, the want, the care he sees there. 


"Please Lars," James whispers, his voice softer now, "All | want to do is make you feel good. | promise it won't 


hurt, | promise." 


Stronger men would not have held out so long. Lars grabs James about the neck and kisses him in reply, giving 


himself fully. 


Unfortunately for Lars, James had greatly overestimated his sexual prowess. His hands are rough, his fingers 
sharp and his use of lubricant is stingy to say the least. The singer's movements are awkward and he keeps 


leaning on Lars' hair as he gets on top. 
"Ah, James! Watch it there, man." 


‘Sorry, sorry. l'm just trying..ah.fuck, you're hot" James leans down and begins to molest Lars again, shoving 


his tongue roughly into the smaller man's mouth. 


"James. Just.wait one second, ok" Lars gives him a little shove away, smiles up at him, "Let's just take it slow, 
ok?" 


They come together and kiss gently, Lars taking the lead. Lars guides the larger man's hand over his body, 
between his legs. He moans softly, giving encouragement when James hits all the right spots. His hands glide 
over James' broad shoulders and down his back, he hears a groan. 

James spends some time between Lars’ legs, seems genuine in his concern that Lars should feel no pain. Lars 
is quivering with need by the time James enters him, he arches his back and gasps. James groans, whispering 
into Lars' ear how hot, how tight, how fucking awesome his ass feels. 

Lars wraps his legs around James’ waist and begs for him to go faster, he won't last much longer. James is 
happy to oblige. Lars cries out and grips onto James’ arms as he comes, James gives a low groan and shivers, 
laying himself down onto Lars as he finishes. 

There is silence for some time, James is the first to speak: 


"Fuck, man..that was..fuck." 


Lars gives a short laugh, shakes his head. He feels sticky with sweat and hunger is clawing at his stomach but 


he doesn't want to be the first to move, doesn't want to be one who makes this moment end. 
James ends it for him, "l'm hungry, man. Will you make me breakfast?" 
Lars sighs, pushes James off and gets up with a chuckle, "You're such a charmer, James." 


"That's why you love me, babeh," James says with a smile, giving Lars’ ass a little pat as he gets dressed, "l 
like my eggs over easy, don't skimp on the toast.” 


Later, as James was eating the cold cereal Lars had gotten out of the pantry for him, he found himself 
briefly wondering if Vince would have made him eggs. Probably not, Vince had seemed pretty high maintenance. 


James was pulled out of wondering the great ‘What Ifs' of life by the sound of the front door slamming. Cliff 
and Dave must just be getting in 


Dave makes his way to the kitchen first, and throws himself down on one of the chairs at the table. He looks 
terrible, even by Dave All Night Bender standards. His eyes are dark pits in his face, his skin is sallow and his 
hair is sticking up all over the place. His pale neck is covered in hickeys and bite marks and he smells oddly of 
Aqua Net. 

Lars' eyes go wide "Dave! What the fuck happened to you?" 


| don't want to talk about it," the zombie that vaguely resembles Dave Mustaine groans, "Who do | fucking 
have to kill to get a cup of coffee around here?" 


Lars gets up and set the kettle to boil, knowing better than to ask any more questions. Dave snatches the mug 


out of Lars' hand once it's ready and shuffles off, muttering about being in his room if anyone needs him. 


A few minutes after that, Cliff, surrounded by his familiar comforting aura of pot smoke, makes his 
appearance in the kitchen. 


"Has Dave gone?" he whispers conspiratorially. 

"Yeah, he's in his room," James replies, swirling his cereal around the bowl. 

Cliff sniggers and sits down on at the kitchen table, "He's not a happy camper, is our Dave." 
"And why's that Cliff?" James asks, not really sure if he wants to take Cliff's bait. 


"Let's just say it involves one half of Motley Crue, a jar of jam and one very broken karaoke machine," the 


bassist says, dissolving into hysterical laughter. 

James shakes his head and goes back to his cereal. Lars, however is intrigued. 
"One half of Motley Crue? | thought Vince and Nikki were together?" 

"They are," Cliff replies, getting up to pour himself some cereal. 

"But.l thought Dave was hanging with Tommy last night." 

"He was." 


"But..that would mean, it was him and Tommy and..ch God." Light dawns in Lars! mind, "Oh. My. God" 


"| know," Cliff begins to laugh again. 

"Oh my God!" 

"| KNOW!" 

"Guys, some of us are eating here," James growls. 

"Sorry man, sorry," says a still giggling Cliff, sitting down to his own cereal. 


Lars finishes his breakfast quickly and heads into the shower. As soon as he's gone, James leans over to Cliff, 
clears his throat. 


"Dude, | got seriously lucky last night" 
Cliff smirks, "Is that so? | assume it was with our little showing friend?" 


James nods, feeling very pleased with himself, "I don't know what it was last night but, seriously, | was knocking 
them back like flies. | was this close to a threesome, man." 


"They're not all they're cracked up to be," Dave snarls from behind the two men as he enters the kitchen 


again, presumably looking for more coffee, "Trust me on that one." 


Dave fills his mug with instant coffee, pours hot water on top and then adds a few more spoons of 


granules.just to be sure. The tin is empty now and Dave throws it in the corner. 

The guitarist begins looking through the cupboards, for more coffee. He lifts his arms and stretches to pat 
over the top shelf. Now its James’ turn for his eyes to go wide, there are several more hickeys and bites on 
Dave's lower back as well as something written in sharpie which James can't quite make out, ‘Property of MC 
perhaps? 

James shudders, he seriously hopes it's sharpie. 

Dave turns around, sees James eyes on him, "What are you staring at, fucker?" 

"Nothing. Nothing at all, man" James pauses, "Hey, Dave, how do you feel about body art?" 

"Is an aberration. Why do you ask?" 


"No reason" James looks down at his cereal bowl to hide the smile on his face. Cliff begins to giggle again. 


Dave snarls at them both as he slinks back into his bedroom. James finished his breakfast, puts his bowl in 
the sink and goes to find Lars. He finds his quarry still in the bathroom, towelling himself off. James closes the 


bathroom door behind him and locks it. 
"Hey." 


"Hey there," Lars says, hanging up his towel. He notices the look on James' face and groans, "No way man, not 


in here." 

"Aw come on, itll be fun" 

"No it won't. Besides, | have stuff to do. | gotta call a therapist for Dave for one thing." 
"That can wait. Dave'll be alright, at least until he discovers what's written on his ass." 


Lars looks at his friend quizzically, opens his mouth to speak but is cut off by an oddly nasal scream which 


comes from Dave's room, followed by loud sobbing noises. 


Lars sighs, therapy is so expensive. 


